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i III 


The contention of the two famous Houfes, 

You haue no children diuels.if you had, 

The thought of them would thenhaue ftopt your rage, 

But if you cuer hope to haue a fonne, 

Looke in his youth to haue him fo cut off, 

As traitors you haue done this fweet young Prince. - 
Edw. Away, and beare her hence. 

Queene. Nay nerc beare me hence, difpatch 
Me hecre, heere fheathe thy fword, 
lie pardon thee my death.Wilt thou not i 
Then Clarence^ do thou do it. ( 

n a . By heauen I would not do thee fo mucn eafe. 

Oueeltc . Good do > fvvect Clayence kil1 me t0 °- 

C/^.Didft thou not heare me fweare I would not do it ? 
Queen. I,but thou vfeft to forfweare thy felfe, 

Twas fin”' before, but now tis charity. 

Where’s the d'.-.I.. butcher ,hard-fauoured Richard , 

Richard where art thou ? He is not here. 

Murder is his almes -deed. 

Petitioners for blood, hee’l nere put back e. 

Ed*. Away I fay,and take her hence perforce. 
fyu , So come to you and youvs,asto this Prince.^ 
< E3«\Clarence, whether is Glofter gone ? 

Cla. Marry my Lord to London, and as I guelle. 

To make a bloody fupper in the Tower. 

EdwMe is fudden if a thing come in tyshead. 
Well,difcharge the common foldiors with pay 
and thanks,and now lets toward London, 

To fee our gentle Queene how Ihe doth fare, 

For by this 1 hope (he hath a fonne for vs. Exemt omnes. 

Enter Glojler to King Henry in the Tower* 

Glo. Good day my Lord. What at yourbooke fo hard ? 

Hen . I my good Lord.Lord I (hould fay rather, 

Tis finne to flatter, good was little better. 

Good Glofter, and good Diuell,wcre allahke. 

What fcenc of deathhath Rojim now to acre 5 ? 

. G/o.Sufpitionalwaies haunts a guilty minde. 
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of Torke and LancaBer. 

tfr».Thebird once lirnde, doth fearethefatall bufti, 

And 1 the hapleflc maile to one poore bird, 

Haue now the fatall obie£ in mine eie, 

Where my poore young was limde,was caught and kifd. 

Gio,\R hy,what a foolc was that of Creete'i 
That taught his fonne the office of a bird. 

And yet for all that the poore Fowle was drownd, 
liert.l Dedalus, my poore fonne I carta. 

Thy father Minos that denide our courfe, 

Thy brother Edward, the funne that fearde his wings, 

And thou the enuieft gulfe that fwallowed him. 

Oh better can my breaft abide thy daggers point. 

Then can mine eares that tragieke hiftory. 

G/o.Why doft thou thinkel am an executioner ? 

Hen. A perfecutor I am Cure thou art. 

And if murdering innocents be executions, 

Then I know thou art an executioner. 

Glo, Thy fonne I kild for his preemption, 

Hen > Hadft thou bin kild when firft thou didft prefume 
Thou hadft not liude to kill a fonne of mine. 

And thus I prophefte of thee. 

That many a widow for her husbands deatn. 

And many an infants water ftanding eie, 

Widowes for their husbands, children for their fathers 
Shall curfe the time that euer thou wert borne. 

The Owle fhrikt at thy birth,an euill figne. 

The night Crow cride^boding lucklefl'e tune. 

Dogs howld, and hideous tempefts ftiooke downc trees, 
The Rauen rookt her on the Chimnies topi 
And chattering Pies in difmall difeord fung. 

Thy mother felt more then a mothers paine. 

And yet brought forth leffethen a mothers hope, 

Towit ran vndigeft created lumpe, 

Not like the fruite of fuch a goodly tree, 

Teeth hadft thou in thy head when thou waft borne, 

To fignifie thou earn'd to bite the world. 

And ifthc reft be true that I haue heard, 
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